Being amongst all the noise had become my new normal, ever since leaving Callia's camp. Loud but faint in the distance, our fellow rebels laughed and chattered and each occasionally tossed a word into the mix that didn't quite fit in, something oddly familiar and almost like home. The camp seemed to run on noise, the soft chatter and heavy laughter creating a soft echo throughout the trees. 

To escape the chaos, I still took moments alone whenever I could snatch them: I scattered a bit further out in the woods, too far to hear the revelry of the rebel-town but close enough to be found in an emergency. I began to appreciate these glimpses of silence, despite the constant buzzing of mosquitoes and errant birdsong. The sound of nothingness was something to be savored, something I was quickly becoming addicted to. In this momentary peace, I began to think more clearly about things: the mission, the prophecy and what it meant, my purpose in helping the rebels. 

Most importantly, though, I found myself contemplating how magic fit into our world. Callia's words had stuck with me: the arborellems were a lie; magic was real; I was not a savior but an enautoeligidae. It was slowly beginning to make sense to me, but like a complex riddle it kept changing with every answer I found. 

I also began to ponder what role I would play in all this. With Cassian gone and so much ahead of us, I was left with a number of new tasks to undertake. It was an exciting thought accompanied by a healthy dose of terror. Armed with my sword, although still incredibly rudimentary at best with it, I knew that training or no I would have to put myself up to whatever tasks were thrown at me. 

I began sword practice in earnest, claiming any moment of silence as my own. It was imperative that I learn not only the basics of combat usage but also how to fight with magic, to create spells and defensive wards. But it seemed like a daunting task, given my complete ignorance on the subject. Fortunately, I quickly realized that magic was actually easier to comprehend than swordplay: it became merely a matter of learning some new terminology and finding trust in myself. 

It was clear now where I fit within the rebel's plans: I had been lucky enough to learn some magic and acquire a little combat experience under Callia's watch- partially embarrassing but definitely helpful- which made me especially useful in their mission. Everyone around me noticed the changes- subtly or mentioned outright- and encouraged me further in mastering these two skills. It felt odd at first to be appreciated for these talents that I once considered issues, but the sense of accomplishment quickly became too hard to deny. 

I was no longer enautoeligidae, a misunderstood nobody who stumbled into their world- I had shaped my place within it, one spell or sword fight at a time and had earned my place among fellow rebels. With each passing day and with each new found understanding of magic and combat, I gained more respect and admiration from everyone around me. I felt what must have been the true essence of magic coursing through my veins- strength, power and determination- as I gallantly pushed onward, proving to everyone and myself what I could do when called upon. 

I had gone from barely passable with a sword to someone respected in battle who could also cast spells with confidence- gone from an enautoeligidae to someone ready to take on whatever challenge came their way! And while I wasn't sure what stood ahead of me on this path, Callia's